April the nineteenth, twenty [i]exty[/i] seven.



Hi girls!

Ame, I want to begin by saying thanks for the pep talk and the demonstration you gave me over spring break.  I didn't know I could grow so insanely big!  And... thinking about it again, I still have trouble believing even myself.

You know, despite our precautions and taking into account the knowledge that we'd get carried away, it didn't help the fact that the news reported the next rainfall to be suspiciously sticky and colored.  Guess where all signs pointed?  To the school of course!  After all, what else could be the origin of a weather event that looks, feels and tastes like cum?  Oh, and I'm not lying about the taste - some girl really did take a lick at it.  I've got the news cutout.  She must be embarrassed like no other right now after saying something like that!

So anyway.  Right after you left, I came right back to Lavenna, dragged hir off into our dorm, and showed hir part of the actual extents of my assets.

This time, sie made love to me [i]all in[/i].  From tip to base, completely disappearing hir love inside of me.  I stretched around hir length with an ease I did not even know I had.

Honestly, I have never felt so good in my life.  This sort of strange relationship became the routine between hir and I.  We'd make love to each other, and then she would settle down inside of me, warm and comfortable, spending the night in a womb somehow stretchy enough for a fully grown adult.  My belly rounded up without effort, as if I had been born to do this...  Actually, you know, what am I talking about?

Now this all led to talks about me at the college, which is all right in itself.  But the problem stemmed from the administration body.  Before going back to class, I was called in and told of the drainage capacity of each section of the college, instructed to remember them by heart, and do my best to go easy on the load whenever I felt I was close to that limit.  In short: I had to control my own orgasms so as not to overload the already powerful system.

Considering the fact that they had thought it up to handle an entire school of hermaphrodites coming to climax simultaneously, they must have been pretty scared to actually give me a warning about it.  Fortunately, I was told that this wasn't much of an issue yet, as long as I kept myself under control.  It was only logical after all: if I made it so I couldn't attend my own class due to the structural damage, there would be hell and money to pay.

I was also told of the pool's capacity, and offered to schedule a time when they would shut off the drain valves to it and let me fill it to my heart's content, in order to translate the amounts into time, and give me some intuitive notion of when enough was enough.  Did it the very same day and... I think they took me seriously when I had jokingly told them I was just getting started.

Meanwhile, I was doing better at reeling myself in and keeping my horniness below critical levels.  The gym teacher did everything in her power to get me off, but she was happy to see that I resisted quite well, up to the point where I could run the mile under a constant sexual torture and (barely) hold on to my sanity until I reached the finish line.

So now, on to the next thing of interest: it happened a week ago after gym class actually.  We had been told that the locker room was under repairs and improvements, so we had to use the newly built one for the varsity team (or at least as varsity as one could get with such strange bodies as ours.)

I changed in a fantastic locker room, all clean and neat with new furniture and facilities.  I took off my five tanktops and my gym shirt.  I carefully slipped out of the gym shorts and the lace panties I was wearing beneath.  Taking a moment to rest on a bench, I casually let myself grow and reach my most comfortable numbers and proportions, much to the delight of the few herms surrounding me.  Since the locker rooms were mixed, the sight gave Matthew the maleherm a run for his money and an arousal he couldn't possibly contain, prompting him to yell "Sorry!" and make a rush for the showers.  Seconds later, we heard the telltale moans of a man getting reacquainted with his fantasies.

I stepped into a large shower, obviously reserved to taurs, and claimed as my property for today.  The other students very much obliged.  I was expanded, unleashed, purring like a satisfied kitten and idly fondling myself as I made my way, hung large and low, swollen in all the right places.

The shower itself was a feat of engineering, with showerheads that popped out of the wall, drains seamlessly made to match with the floor, a bench to sit down upon, and a towel one could place into a bin so that it wouldn't get wet and would be readily available afterwards.

Turning on the valves made me gasp in shock.

They had installed showerheads [i]on the floor[/i]!

I staggered back in surprise, landing straight on top of one of the jets and screaming at the top of my lungs as I felt the rush of hot water inside of me.  The shower inflated me 'till I looked like I was pregnant with Lavenna, causing me to tip away from the jet and let this water all out, drowning the sounds in my own moans.  I couldn't possibly describe the sensation that overcame me at that moment.  It was all too much in one go, too much in such a small place.  How could I possibly hold control of myself under these conditions?!

I backed up into a corner, watching the spectacle of the water flowing from all over the place, reaching me even in my little spot but thankfully not in any direct way.

Or so I was hoping for.

My cocks were too long to escape.  They landed on those hidden showerheads, pleasured to perfection by the flow - and one knew I was too sensitive for my own good.  To my horror, I found out my balls were growing.  My body was getting in on the action, eager to feel pleasure despite my own refusal.  I couldn't help it.  I was growing more and more aroused with every second, almost hypnotized into going back into these jets and pleasuring myself without a care in the world.

Inch my inch, my balls pushed me back into the water's deep strokes, filling both of my feminities in an instant, causing me to stagger forward and find myself penetrated, thrust in and out by the water itself, juggled from one jet to another without a moment's pause, forced to endure this unexpected and inevitable climax in what was arguably not a shower but a demented sex machine!

I heard knocks at the door.  The others had just realized it had somehow locked itself behind me.  My own efforts were fruitless.  Turning the taps off after many attempts did nothing to ease the flow.  Something else was controlling the shower.  That thing couldn't possibly malfunction so thoroughly as to lock me in a sexual torture like this!

I could only sit back and watch as I grew, and grew, and grew to the fantastic, impossible proportions that none other had seen before and could only just peek at as they gazed upon shafts of mine that had reached well over a dozen feet long and were going over the walls to show girths as large as the average torso.

I grew limp, powerless, completely out of strength, having nothing to do but lie in the middle of the shower as its jets massaged my every erogenous zones, causing me to flood it with my milk and juices, showering myself on top of the one given to me.  Onlookers would have seen me in a pathetic state, given away to my lusts and made to be their slave, fall from grace, from the self-confident herm that I was and into a nearly feral, crazed and poor little thing actually seeking a pause from something that was just too much.

Showers turned themselves on whenever my shafts reached another.  My sexes were piled up in the locker room, all over the place, touched and teased in a myriad of ways.  I cursed my own classmates over the noise as I felt them touching me in all these places I reserved only for Lavenna.  And then, just like that, my deepest secrets and abilities were laid bare to all, my body so easily unleashed by something as simple as a gym shower.  I yelled, I pleaded them to stop, I threatened them with all sorts of torture, but I knew deep down inside that I was pinned to my place and made to feel the experience to its very end.

At that point, I was certain I would be kicked out of the college.  Not just that - I'd destroy it, obliterate it from the street maps and make it nothing but a memory, all by my own fault.  I was losing my mind over this, jumping from the moans of pleasure to the cries of mental agony as I pondered the consequences.  I changed religion four times in three minutes, asking one god, and then another, and another, trying every possible wish I could think of in some futile attempt to put an end to this.  I wanted to feel pleasure on [i]my[/i] own terms!  Not at the whims of some perverted creature!

And then, it came.  [I]I[/i] came.  I came with force and abundance never seen before, stimulated absolutely everywhere at once, gifted with cocks dozens, perhaps more than a hundred feet long - far away from the mile I could attain before, but I couldn't go any longer than this.  I was stuck in the locker room's geometry, my sexes pushing against the walls in an attempt to grow, but finding no more space.  And on top of that - the fondles!  Fondles everywhere, an entire class of herms licking and pawing away at my most precious of treasures!  That was it.  The school would collapse away and my academic life would come to an end right at this moment.

I let out a phenomenal quantity of cum.  I quickly remembered the limits of each section of the school, and knew that I was exceeding each and every one of them combined.  Just then, I heard a deafening noise, like something was being sucked out of the room with an incredible force, causing the students around me to echo their screams and for their fondles to stop at last.  I groaned in pleasure, emptying hundreds over hundreds of gallons, Olympic pool after Olympic pool, content to only feel relief after so much joy.

The showers stopped.  The door unloked itself with a loud click.  The sensations were gone.  It was over.

And then came the gym teacher, the pretty gazelle-taur, yelling a "Yes!" of victory.

I got out and waded among the mess of my own cocks.  I found the other students in the locker room, each of them holding a sex of mine, soaked head to toe in the results of my orgasm.  Of notable exception was Lavenna, who had gone so far as to display her love by kissing and licking at me, rather than resorting to simple fondles.

There, I was told that this was indeed the new locker room for the varsity team, but that it had also been made to double up as an outlet for exceptional students - the ones much like me.  The school had seen it fit to invest in this gem of technology rather than risk structural damage to the entire campus.  Yes, I had noticed that the place had contained me well enough.

A few technical details revealed the features of this special room: powerful vacuums, multiple drains, reinforced walls and direct connections to outgoing systems to guarantee that I could not possibly make this building overflow even if I tried.

As to the why of this system rather than just kicking out the potential culprits, I was told that the funding for this room had been part of our fees and had gotten in the usual budget.  They wanted to cater to absolutely [i]everyone[/i].  And when I mentioned of Ame's amounts (yes, I did!) I was told that at your stage, the vacuums could handle you just fine - but the next taur section might be problematic.  Sadly, technology isn't all that advanced, and our kind will always end up being too much for the mundane world in some way.

Too bad!

So that was it.  I had been the guinea pig for an experiment that had been successful.  To my demand, they agreed to activate the vacuums again.

And thus, I let go a second time and basked in the wonderful sensations.

Now, this was all quite surreal, but let's just say that nothing's really strange when one deals with hypersexualized persons every day.  The girls handled my cocks with a nonchalance that would've been disconcerting to the more common of furs.  We helped each other without any questions.  We spoke of sex casually, around tea and coffee, played our strange games and came on a daily, sometimes even hourly basis.

Myself, I was a spectacle to behold.  It was somewhat embarrassing at first, but I learned on that day that I should not be ashamed of anything.  The students retreated into the small control room and watched a twenty-eight breasted, eighteen-cocked hermaphrodite gush in every possible way and flood the locker room anew with everything that made love delicious, cocktail that only us abundants could hope to give away, all this atop countless balls so large I could lie on them all in relative comfort, go limp and surrender to my deepest feelings.

After two minutes, doubt entered the minds of the students and even the teacher.  After five, they began to talk to one another and question just how much more I could let loose.  After ten, all talking had stopped, only to leave place to muzzles agape in shock.  After fifteen, Lavenna hirself burst out of the control room and ordered me to save some for hir.  Through the open door, I could see the rest of the students, those who could sporting erections even they could not fathom.  I just giggled at them, and hugged my beloved Lavenna into my immense bosoms.

So Ame, if you want to "take revenge" a little more, you're welcome to test this room to your heart's content.  Do it at least once before you grow again.  They might charge a little fee for outsiders, but they won't mind so long as I don't tell about it to the entire world.

Anyway, that's me as of the latest news.  The finals are coming up quickly and it'll be a double challenge for us, as we are all supposed to take it naked.  Not one stitch of clothes allowed in any shape or form.  As the highest form of testing, we are required to get a good grade while being stimulated by the sight of students around us.  There have been complaints about it before, seeing as some classes have it easier than others, but the administration wouldn't hear any of it.

I have a feeling things will turn sour for me unless I keep myself under control!

I'll tell more about it later, I suppose.  I probably won't have time to mail again until I'm all done with the finals.  I'll try to remember to send you two a class photo.

Until then, keep on loving!



~~Avie